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North. Reproach and defolution hangcth oucthim, 

Ro^e. He hath not Money for thefe/r»/&Warres, 

His burthenous taxations notwithftanding. 

But by the robbing of the banilht Duke. 

North, His noble kinfman moft degenerate King ; 
ButLords,we hearethis fearefull tempeft fing, 

Yctleekcnolheltcrtoauoydetheftorme* • . 

Wefee the Winde fit fore vpon our Sailes, 

And yet we llrikc not, butlecurely pcrifh. 

Rojfe. We feethe very Wracke that we mud fuffer, 
And vnauoyded is the danger now. 

For fufferingfb the caufes of our wracke. 

North. Hot Ibjcuen through the hollow eies of deathj 
I efpie life peering; but 1 dare not fay. 

How neere the tidings of our comfort is. 
fVil. Nay let vs (hare thy thoughts, as thou doft ours, 
Rojfe. Be confident to fpeake Northumberland, 

We three are but thy fclfc; andfpeakingfo. 

Thy words are but as thoughts, therefore be bold. 

North. T hen thus ; 1 haue from Le part blan 
( A Bay in Britaine) receiudc intelligence. 

That Duke of Hetf«rd)R.nynold L* Cobham, 

T hat late broke from the Duke of Exeter 
His Brother Archbilhop late of Canterbury, 

Sir Thomas Erpingham, Sir John Ranifton, 

Sir John Norberie,lir Robert Waterton,& Francis Coincs 
All thefc wcllfurniflied by the Duke of Britaine, 

With eight tall Ships, three thoufand men of Warre, 
Are makinghither with all due expedience. 

And Ihortly meane totouch ourNorthern Ibore, 
l^erhaps they had ere this, but that they day 
The fird departing of the King for Ireland: 

' If then we flialllhake off our Countries (lauiib yoke, 
TmpC out our drowping Countries broken wing, 
Redeeme from broken pawne the blemifbt Crownc,. 
Wipe of the dud that hides our Scepters guilt. 

And make high Maiedie looke like it felfe, — 

Away with me in pod to Rauenfpurgh : , . ^ ‘ 
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Richard the Seemi, 

R,tifyoufaint,as fearing todofo, 

cmv and befecret,andmy/elfe will go. , . 

fl To horfe, to horfe,vrgc doubts to them that fcarc. 
^"i'ilo Hold out my horfe, and I will fi rd be there. 

Rnterthe^eenerBufluefandBagoU 
Madam, your Maiedie is too much fadde. 

You promid when you parted w ith the King, i v 

Tolay afide halfe-harming heaiiinelfc. 

And entertaine a cheerefull difpohtion . 

^eene, Topleafe theKingl did, topleafemyfelfc 
I iot dpo it ; yet I know no caufc 
Why 1 fhoidd welcome fuch a gued as Griefc, 

Saue bidding farewell to fo fw.ccte a gued, 

As my fweete Richard : yet againe me thinks 
Some vnborne Sorrow ripe in Fortunes wombe, 

Is comming towards me and my inward Soule, 

With nothing trembles, at fome thing it grieues. 

More then with parting from my Lord the King. 

Bujb. Each fubftance of a griefe hath twenty lhadowes 
Which ibewes like gricfeitfelfc, but is netfo? 

For Sorrowes eyes glazed with blinding tearcs,.^ 

Deuides one thing entire to many obieds. 

Like perfpcdiucs, which rightly gazdc vpon, 

Shew nothing but confufion, eydeawry, 

Diftinguifli forme :.fo your fweete Maiedie, 

Lookingawry vpon your Lords departure, 

Find fhapes of griefe more then himfelfe to waile, 

Which lookt on as it is, is naught but lhadowes 
Of what it is not, then thrice ( gracious Quccne) 

More then your Lords departure weepe not, more is noV 
Or if it be, tis with falfe Sorrowes eyes, (fecne. 

Which for things true, weepes things imaginarie. 

Itmaybc fojbutyetmyinwardSoule 
Perfwades me it is otherwife : how ere it 7 
Icannotbut befad i fo heauie fad, 

As,thoughon thinking on, no thought Ithinke, 

Makes me with heauie nothing faint and fhrinke, .. 


